LETTERS         FROM         LAUSANNE

more the appearance of children than usual; for
my daughter mistook continually the names and
the moves of the chessmen, thus giving rise to
pleasantries that made up in gaiety what they
lacked in wit. Once the young lord became im-
patient with her inattention and Cecilia grew
vexed at his impatience. I turned my head. I saw
that both of them were sulking. I shrugged my
shoulders. A moment later, not hearing them
speak, I looked at them. Cecilia's hand lay im-
movable on the chessboard. Her head was bent
forward and bowed. The young man, bent towards
her, appeared to be devouring her with his eyes.
It was total absorption, ecstasy, abandonment.

" Cecilia," I said gently, for I did not wish to
startle her, " Cecilia, what are you thinking of? "

"Nothing," she said, hiding her face in her
hands, and pushing her chair brusquely back. " I
think these wretched chessmen are tiring me.
During these last minutes, my lord, I distinguish
them even less well than before, and you will have
even more reason to complain of your pupil; let
us leave them," And, in fad, she rose, quitted the
room, and did not return until I was alone. Then
she knelt down, rested her head upon me, and
taking both my hands, moistened them with her
tears.

" What is it, my Cecilia? " I asked, " what is
it?"

" It is I who am asking that, mamma/* she said.
" What is it that is happening to me? What is it
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